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CHAPTER 1

 


 


Rex banged the front door shut when he left
for work, waking me up. It was 6.30 am and I was annoyed because I
had a late shift at the supermarket in the evening and needed my
sleep. I guessed he was still mad at me from the night before, when
I had said I would not tolerate his philandering and wanted a
divorce.

I lay there wondering why a man would think
it was all right to do what he liked and his wife should not
complain. What gave him the right to bed women, from 20-year-olds
upwards, and then expect me to welcome him home with open arms
afterwards? Was it a middle-aged thing? Rex was 48 years old. Did
he think he should sow his oats while there were still some to sow?
Did he have something to prove?

Whatever it was, I was having none of it. I
wanted him out of the house, and as soon as possible. I would take
him to court and get my share of the house and hopefully enough
money to get by for a while. I was a forgiving person, but this was
something else entirely. Twenty long years wasted on a man who
couldn’t keep his trousers on!

Besides, at 42 I did not intend spending the
rest of my life alone. The very thought of being on my own
terrified me. Jane, our daughter, was 15 and was already talking
about going to university. I knew that when she did leave the house
she might never come back to live permanently with us again. Young
adults want to travel after studying for three years, and she was
no different from the rest.

That afternoon I had finished tidying up when
I heard Jane put the key in the lock and open the door. “Have you
had a nice day, dear?” I asked. “How did your geography test
go?”

When she didn’t answer I went out into the
hallway, and then looked up the stairs to see her bedroom door
closing. I called out, “Jane, what’s the matter? I was asking you
how your test went.”

I went up, knocked on her door and opened it
to see Jane lying face down on the bed sobbing.

“Whatever is the matter, darling?” I asked.
“Are you upset over your dad and me? Please don’t cry.”

She lifted her head and her pretty face was
soaked with tears. “Don’t cry sweetheart, everything will be all
right,” I said.

“No it won’t, it won’t be all right. I’m
pregnant.” With that she started to howl and scream. I was so
shocked. I sat down on her bed trying to take in what she had just
said. I didn’t even know she had a boyfriend; she had never
mentioned that she was seeing anyone.

When her sobbing eased a little, I asked her
whether she was absolutely sure.

“Yes - yes, there’s no doubt at all. I have
done several pregnancy tests and each time over the past few weeks
I have tested positive,” she screamed again.

Weeks! The word seemed to hang in the air.
“Who’s the father?” I asked.

“You don’t know him,” she replied angrily.
“Is he someone in your class?”

“No!” she yelled.

“Where did you meet this person?”

I was determined to get to the bottom of this
in spite of her shrieking at the top of her voice.

“At a party a few months ago,” she said
between sobs.

“Does he go to the same school as you?” I
persisted.

“No,” she replied with tears running down her
face.

“How old is this boy?” “He’s not a boy.”

“What do you mean?” I said, fearful of the
answer.

“He’s a man. He’s twenty-five.” Jane buried
her head once more in her pillow.

“Oh my God. Oh my God!” was all I could say.
I was struggling to get my head around it all. But I knew I had to
give her all the support I could.

“Darling you are only 15, you are under the
age of consent. This man could be in a whole lot of trouble. Have
you told him that you are pregnant?” I asked.

“Yes, and I hate him!” she screamed
again.

Trying to keep as calm as possible I asked
her, “What did he say?”

“He was shocked and said he wanted to marry
me next year, but I hate him, I hate him! He has ruined my life. I
didn’t want to have sex with him, we were just larking about.”

“Did he rape you?” I felt I had to ask the
question.

“No, not exactly, we had both had a bit too
much to drink and he suddenly lost control and it just happened,”
she said through floods of tears.

“Did he mention that you should have an
abortion?” I put the question to her very gently.

Jane screamed at the top of her voice and
said “No he wants me to have the baby, but he thought I was older
and he’s worried because I am under age and he knows he can get
into a lot of trouble. He has told me not to tell anyone. He made
me swear on the Bible to keep it a secret until he figures out what
to do.” She turned her face and sobbed into her pillow.

“Well you won’t be able to keep this a secret
for very long. How far along are you?” I asked.

“Two months,” came a muffled reply.

“So that means you won’t even be sixteen when
you have the baby. Oh my god!”

“Please don’t tell Daddy! I won’t be able to
face him, please Mum,” she begged.

“What’s the name of this person?” I asked.
“Why, what are you going to do?”

“I’m not going to do anything, but I still
would like to know his name and where he lives.”

“His name is Patrick, that’s all you need to
know,” she said.

“OK, you just slip into bed and I’ll go and
make you a nice cup of tea. Things look very black at the moment,
but I’m sure we can work through this.”

I went downstairs, shaking my head and
wondering how on earth we were going to sort this mess out.

I finished my shift at the supermarket and
drove home. When I got in I found all the lights on in the house.
There were suitcases in the hallway and my husband’s overcoat was
lying on top of one of them. He came rushing down the stairs.

“Well, you wanted a divorce, and you can have
one,” he said. “I’m leaving and I’m glad to be rid of you, you
nagging old bitch. You’ll hear from my solicitor.” With that he
slammed the front door and was gone. Gone forever, I hoped, never
to return.

Only then did it dawn on me how much I would
actually miss him, despite everything he had done.

Jane was in her bedroom, collecting her
things together on the bed.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m leaving too, I’m going away,” she
replied. “No darling, you can’t go away like this, you’re not
thinking straight.”

“I can’t stay here, I can’t go back to
school, what will people say? If I leave now no one will know I’m
pregnant. I’ll come back afterwards when it is all over, I
promise.” She flung her arms around me.

“Don’t leave like this! Let me ring your
Auntie Joyce, go and stay with her, she would love to have you, and
meantime we can decide what you want to do about the baby.”

“OK you can ring Auntie Joyce, but I’ve
already decided, I’m not keeping the baby. I’m going to have it
adopted.”

“OK, but I want you to do one thing before I
ring Auntie Joyce, and that is, I want you to arrange a meeting for
me with this Patrick, I want to speak to him face to face.”

“I don’t care what he has to say, I’m having
the baby adopted!” Jane yelled.

“I’ll make this very clear to him when I meet
him darling. Is that a deal?”

“OK, I’ll stay with Auntie Joyce until the
baby is born, but I never want to see Patrick again as long as I
live.”

Jane left the next day to go to stay with
Joyce, my sister in Wales. I saw her off at the station and already
I could tell she was looking forward to seeing her aunt. She did
not look so worried about the baby, as she had been assured by her
Auntie Joyce that she would take care of everything.

I was to meet Patrick when he returned on
leave. I had learned that he was a sailor and would not return to
Portsmouth for another month, so I had plenty of time to work out
what exactly I was going to say to him.

Life was totally different now. With Rex and
Jane both gone, my life began to seem empty and meaningless. Maybe
I should go back to college and study art; I had always wanted to
paint, and in my younger days I had really been quite good at
it.

I enrolled at the local college the very next
day, before I had a chance to change my mind. I began meeting new
people and loving the art lessons, and getting covered in paint was
really enjoyable.

Then one evening I looked at the calendar and
saw a cross against Saturday 15th. This was the day Patrick would
return to Portsmouth. I rang Joyce to ask how Jane was doing and
whether she needed anything. I had purposely given her time and
space, and this was only the second time I had rung her since she
had left.

“She’s fine,” Joyce said, “I’ll go and call
her to the phone.” I heard her voice in the distance calling Jane.
Finally my daughter came to the phone.

“Hello Mum, how are you?” she said.

“I’m fine,” I replied, and told her all about
the art course I had enrolled in.

“Good for you, you always wanted to be
creative, good for you.” Jane seemed genuinely pleased that I had
taken up a hobby.

“How are you keeping darling, do you need
anything?” I enquired.

“Oh I’m quite OK. Auntie Joyce has been
really supportive and she fusses around me like a mother hen. I’m
really doing well and the doctor says both I and the baby are very
healthy,” came the very positive reply.

“Well, that’s nice to hear. You know,
Patrick’s due to return on Saturday. I thought I would ring him to
set up a meeting, just to let him know that you definitely do not
wish to keep the baby and also that you have no intention of ever
seeing him again. Unless of course you have changed your mind and
want to keep the baby after all, and deal with this matter with him
face to face?”

I waited for Jane’s reply with bated breath.
“No, I haven’t changed my mind Mum. You can tell him that, if you
don’t mind. I’m thinking of going abroad after the birth and
starting a new life far away from here. I plan to go on with my
studies and to university later, if I can. Auntie Joyce said she
will help me arrange everything after the birth of the baby. Ring
me and let me know about your meeting with Patrick, I’d like to
know what he has to say for himself. Bye Mum.”

That Saturday evening I rang Patrick’s
number, hoping he was home and settling in after his long stint at
sea.

“Can I ask who’s calling?” said a female
voice at the other end of the line.

“Oh just a friend,” I said,” If he’s too busy
I’ll call back another day.” I didn’t want to sound pushy and I
didn’t want to attack him straight off. I intended to act calm. I
wasn’t suspicious on hearing a female voice, as I remembered Jane
saying that Patrick lived with his sisters, so I didn’t think he
had set up house with someone else.

“Patrick, you’re wanted on the phone,” said
the young woman who answered my call.

“Hello, Patrick here, who’s calling?” said a
hesitant voice.

“Hello Patrick. You don’t know me, I’m Jane’s
mother.” I said with a voice full of trepidation.

I heard a gasp at the other end of the phone.
“What do you want?” he said.

“I suggest that we meet. I think we have
something to discuss, don’t you?”

“Yes, OK. Where do you want to meet me, and
when?”

“May I suggest we meet tomorrow in Regents
Park, near the children’s playground at 2.30? If that’s convenient
for you.” I half expected a refusal.

“OK. How will I know you?” he replied.

“I’ll be wearing a light blue suit and
carrying a white handbag. Is there anything you can tell me about
yourself so that I can recognise you easily?”

“I’m five foot eleven, slim build and have a
moustache,” he replied in a hesitant whisper. “I’ll be carrying a
bunch of flowers for Jane.”

I arrived at the park early and watched the
children playing on the swings. Maybe if things had been different
I could soon have been sitting here watching my grandchild playing
with the other children, but I knew this would not be the case.

I suddenly became aware of someone standing
behind me. “Are you Jane’s mother?” said a very polite voice.

“Yes I am, you must be Patrick, how do you
do,” I said, holding out my hand to shake his.

“Nice to meet you. These are for Jane,” he
answered, thrusting a beautiful bunch of red roses into my
arms.

“Thank you,” was all I could manage to say. I
thought I would hold back and not tell him immediately that Jane
was no longer at home. After seeing him my initial thoughts of an
arrogant man taking advantage of a young girl - my daughter -
quickly faded. He seemed rather shy and almost childlike.

“How is she?” he asked. “I did write, but she
never replied.”

I had bundled up his letters and when I
thought the time was appropriate I had sent them off to Jane, but
she had never spoken about them and neither had I.

“Jane is fairly well, under the
circumstances. We have to talk about her and the baby. Shall we
walk?”

“Yes, if you want. But I must explain that I
didn’t know Jane was under age. She looks so grown up in makeup and
high heels I thought she was at least eighteen or twenty.”

“Well I’m not here to apportion any blame, I
just want to try to do what’s best for Jane. She wants to have the
baby adopted as soon as possible after the birth and she does not
want to see you again.”

“No, she can’t do that! It’s my baby and I
want my baby. She can’t give away my baby!” Tears welled up in his
eyes, and I realised how this whole matter was truly affecting
him.

“That’s all very well,” I said, “but what
means do you have to bring up a baby? Do you own a house; do you
have a steady income? And how do you expect to bring up a baby when
you’re at sea most of the time?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll try to figure
something out. I live with my sisters, but I’ll find a place
somewhere. I’ll be home on leave from the Navy several times before
the baby is due, then on a long leave after six months and my
sisters will help me raise the baby if I ask them. I want to see
Jane; I want to help her. I do love her and I want to make things
right if I can.”

“Jane has gone away for her confinement and I
doubt very much whether she’ll be back again, so please don’t ring
the house for her. I’ll tell her what you’ve said. In the meantime,
I’ll ring you if the need arises and I’ll keep you informed if she
changes her mind, which I very much doubt.”

I could see the look of despair on Patrick’s
face. He seemed such a nice guy, someone I would have liked Jane to
have as a partner. He had kind blue eyes and a very handsome
face.

“If you would let me have Jane’s telephone
number I could ring her, and maybe persuade her to reconsider,” he
said. “I know things are a mess, but I’m sure we can work things
out.”

“I’m sorry, Jane has made it quite clear that
she does not wish to see you. I’ll tell her what you’ve said and if
there’s any change I’ll let you know. In the meantime take my work
number, and if there’s anything more you wish to say I’ll pass the
message on.”

Patrick looked so forlorn. “OK thank you. I’m
on leave for three weeks, then I have to return to my ship, but
I’ll be home again before long, please let Jane know this, and that
I’ll be there for her if she needs anything, anything at all,
please tell her this.”

“I will, but I am sure it won’t make any
difference to her decision about her giving the baby up for
adoption.”
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